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of an intenser strife. South, again, to Bapaume, and
he would have marked the wicked glow from Cam-
brai to the Oise. Still journeying, from some little
height between the Oise and the Aisne, he would
have scanned the long front which was now creeping
round the shattered woods of St. Gobain to where
Laon sat on its hill. From the mounts about Rheims
he might have seen France's battle line among the
bleak Champagne downs, and from a point in the
Argonne the trenches of the Americans on both sides
of the Meuse, running into the dim woody country
where the Moselle flowed towards Metz. Past the
Gap of Nancy and down the long scarp of the Vosges
went the flicker of fire and the murmur of combat,
till the French lines stretched into the plain of Alsace
and exchanged greetings with sentinels on the Swiss
frontier. Such a battle-ground might well have
seemed beyond the dream of mortals, and yet it was
but a part of the whole.

A celestial intelligence, with sight unlimited by
distance, could have looked eastward, and, beyond
the tangle of the Alps, witnessed a strange sight.
From the Stelvio to the Adriatic ran another front,
continuous through glacier-camps and rock-eyries
and trenches on the edge of the eternal snows, to the
pleasant foothills of the Lombard plain, and thence,
by the gravel-beds of the Piave, to the lagoons of
Venice. Beyond the Adriatic it ran through the
dark hills of Albania, past lakes where the wild fowl
wheeled at the unfamiliar sound of guns, beyond the
Tcherna and Vardar and Struma valleys to the
shores. It began again, when the Anatolian
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